This paper seeks to intertwine women's embodied experiences of wartime, dancing and chronic illness. The author introduces "Granny" through the unravelling rhythms of grandparent-grandchild relationships. Through narrative poems, the author shares Granny's dramatic stories of World War Two. Bodies are socially and historically located which therefore illuminates the ways in which her past is sedimented into her body and provides an understanding into the multi-layered ways her wartime, her performing bodily experiences and asthma encompass the past, the present and the anticipated future. The author reflects on the how some of these stories echo the breathless battle weary heroes referred to by Homer in the Illiad which is where asthma can be traced back to.
Performative embodiment and unravelling grandparent-grandchild relationships
This paper seeks to explore the unravelling grandparent-grandchild relationship and the multi-layered ways in which bodies are socially and historically located. Coconstructed narrative poems aim to illuminate the ways the past is sedimented into her body and provides an understanding into the multi-layered ways her wartime, her performing theatrical embodied experiences and chronic illnesses, particularly asthma, encompass the past, the present and the anticipated future. Upon acknowledging that the body is the vehicle of being-in-the-world (c.f. Leder, 1990) , I
reflect on the how some of Granny's embodied experiences of World War Two are intertwined with dancing and asthma and highlight the visceral depths of asthma which echo the very breathless battle weary heroes referred to by Homer in the Illiad.
The vignette that follows, aims to give the reader some intimacy with the relationship between Granny and me and how this research came about through the rhythms of history that (unknowingly) flow through my family.
Writing Granny's stories
I help my 4yr old daughter fumble into her pyjamas and she darts into the kitchen where I hear, "Oh, hello! How are you? How was your day?" My Granny asks.
"Fine thanks, Great Granny" I hear my daughter reply. "Eh, pardon?" My Granny queries and frowns in frustration.
"FINE." My daughter repeats loudly. Granny's hearing is getting progressively worse. She often defensively responds "Eh?" sharply, much to the annoyance of others who then have to repeat themselves and raise their voices.
Granny gets cross with other people for "mumbling." Other times, when she's watching TV, or speaking on the telephone she'll adjust or remove her hearing aid.
Granny awoke one morning to find that she had lost her hearing aid, only to find my daughter playing with it in the lounge.
"Oh dear, you don't want to be playing with that waxy thing!" I share my daughter's eagerness to visit her Great Granny and love the homely, safe, and comforting feel. My daughter goes to bed without much fuss, which is always a treasured relief. I walk back into the lounge and sit down in front of the laptop.
"Wait!" Granny says. "Aren't you going to have some dinner? And before you're on that thing all night, can you show me how to view and save photos people send me on email, please?" "Yes sure!" I jump up eagerly.
I'm impressed with Granny's enthusiasm to learn how to use the Internet. I'm only too happy to help her on her quest to find her way around modern technology.
She loves seeing the family's photos and keeping in touch during the cold winter months when she doesn't leave the house much. So, we spend a good half hour or so figuring out what she wants to know. I show her, she has a few goes, and then she writes it down to remember for next time.
"Right, yes, thank you" she says. "Let's have dinner."
We go into the kitchen and each dish out our shepherd's pie portions (I try and get all the crispy bits!). We pour a glass of wine each and take our trays into the lounge. Granny sits in "her chair" and I sit on the sofa next to her and we chat over how our day's been. Sitting down, breathing, eating a home-cooked meal and having a chat with Granny is bliss. It's an unusual pleasure just to exchange how our days PERFORMATIVE EMBODIMENT 4 have been. She sips her wine and coughs occasionally. At one point, she has to stop talking and she coughs incessantly for quite a few minutes.
"Oh dear" she sighs. "Sorry about that." "That's OK, Granny" I assure her. "What were you saying?" "Gosh, I can't remember now" she says. "Oh dear, my memory is not what is was." I feel for Granny.
"Oh, don't worry," I say. "Happens to me all the time."
We sit there quietly and carry on eating our dinners for a few minutes; I scoff mine pretty fast, before asking, "Would you mind watching my presentation tonight, Granny?" "Oh yes, of course," she perks up. "I don't mind at all." She moves into another chair across the room.
"Right, I'm ready when you are" she declares. "Remember, just… go… slow."
As I discuss the injured males in my study, half way through, I suddenly hear groaning. I look up and see that she has nodded off and is snoring. I smile and laugh to myself thinking, "Oh great! I'm boring!" I give an intentional gentle cough to clear my throat and she wakes with a start as I carry on as if nothing unusual has happened. As I finish she says, "Oh yes very interesting. Just as I said, you know, go slower and speak clearly and er, not so many ums, but yes, very interesting." "Thanks, Granny," I reply.
"You know," Granny reflects. "I remember when I had an injury. I was 3years old and my whole body was put in a plaster cast." "Huh? Pardon?" I answer shocked. "Yes, that was quite something." She says quite light heartedly. "Yes, I had to learn to walk again." "What?" I reply. "You've never told me that!" "Hmmm. Right, well, I better be off to bed." She says getting up slowly from her chair. "And you better get to sleep too… don't stay up too late will you. What time do you have to get up?" "Um… er, 6.30a.m.," I reply, still stunned. "Right, well I'll check on you at 7a.m.," she says. "Make sure you're both up." I sink down on the sofa and am left quite stunned at these new revelations of Granny. Granny had an accident at 3 and couldn't walk? She had to learn to walk again? My Granny! Wow! My Granny! Why has she never said? Why has she kept that quiet? Why doesn't our family share stories? I start feeling annoyed by the silences in our family. I feel annoyed by the way we never talk about anything. All the traumas in our lives and we keep them so quiet. Why? What other stories might there be? I start thinking about how little I really know about Granny and her life. I don't really know much about our own family history either… where am I from? She goes into her bedroom and potters about getting ready for bed. She goes into the kitchen and I hear the rattling of her tablets from her container. She returns to the bedroom with a cup of tea and I hear her inhaling her puffer a couple of times before coming back in and checking on me. As she pokes her head round the door I say, "Hey, Granny, why don't you write down your stories? Or I could give you a dictaphone and you can record them." "Hmmm, yes, yes. Well, make sure you go to bed soon" she repeats. "You work so hard. You really do." "Yeah, I know, Granny. Don't worry." I say. "I'll get to bed soon." But I don't. I stay up reading, refining my presentation, and writing more notes before collapsing into bed way past 12, fully clothed. I drift off to the faint sounds of Granny's heavy laboured breathing and think about the thought of one day being able to write about Granny's stories.
Introducing Granny
These stories were shared by my Granny (89yrs) at her home through face-toface informal interviews, telephone calls, emails, text messages and Facebook chats between 2010-2012. During the interviews, she is concerned about "jumping around a bit" and not telling her story in a linear way. Additionally, Granny expresses that "not many people would know" what she has told me because there is "nobody around anymore." Every year at Christmas, she says, 'I wonder if I'll be here next year' which sends sadness shivering through my soul. My mum turns away, perhaps scared of the reality that might face her.
"Aw… you'll be here next year Granny. You've got to make it to 90" I reply with a smile and a comforting squeeze of her hand and she agrees. "Yes, my brother and sister made it to 90… I've got to make it to 90 as well.
That's what I've always said; I've got to make it to 90!" "Exactly" I confirm confidently, hiding my dread that she might not be here next year.
"Vox participare"
I wanted to share my Granny's story in a way that painted pictures in the mind, allowing us to walk inside that picture and to step into someone else's world (Sissay, 2006) . Furman (2004) argues that, "the images inspired by a poem engage the reader in a creative relationship that moves beyond passivity to co-creation" (p. 163). It was important to represent each person's stories authentically in a way that also embraces the bond between us. I chose poetry to re-tell her stories, particularly because poetry allows the heart to lead the mind rather than the reverse ( 
I just accepted it all
I had a very happy life. Then, something happened to me, I had an accident; I was about 3, Entire body in plaster, "She'll never walk again," they told my mother.
Nothing very drastic at the time, it didn't seem to me, It's never stopped me, from jumping on moving buses in London, Always been nervous about crossing roads, Even now, I always walk miles and find traffic lights, I certainly wouldn't run across in case I fell over.
Bodily experience
The body is the medium through which people experience their cultural world and bodily experience reflects the culture in which it occurs and a bodily disruption is likely to heighten awareness of self and the way someone might make meaning during times of such disruption (Becker, 1999) . Bodies are socially and historically located which therefore illuminates the ways in which Granny's past is sedimented into her body and provides an understanding into the multi-layered ways her wartime, her performing bodily experiences and chronic illnesses encompass the past, the present and the anticipated future.
A Panter

I've always been a bit of a panter
No-one said, I didn't realise that it was asthma Always told I was a shallow breather Mmm… I still am, out of breath very quickly I didn't notice it To me I was just normal I think now when I puff and pant I probably think that I did that I don't remember being quite so--, I was dancing all the time.
The body is the vehicle of being-in-the-world and how we carry all our bodily experiences with us (Leder, 1990 ). Granny's embodied memories of war that follow and her descriptions of being "a bit of a panter" echo the way asthma was initially referred to in the Illiad by Homer who used the term "pant" to describe extremely breathless battle weary heroes (Saunders, 1993 ). Granny's shallow breathing movement was normalised and habitual for her and she also thinks that she would not have noticed her asthma because she was immersed in her dancing. For Granny, her shallow breathing is part of the "habit body" (c.f. Crossley, 2001 ) and her asthma might have been a hidden condition lying in wait. As Crossley (2001, p. 127) reiterates Merleau-Ponty's (1962) reflections about habit:
Habit is not a mechanical response… but rather a form of embodied and practical understanding or know-how which manifests in and as competent and purposive action, and which 'attaches' to the world by way of the meaning it concerns therein. To acquire a habit is to grasp and incorporate, within one's bodily schema, a tacit and practical 'principle. ' (p. 146) Tied to the notion of the "habit body" is the idea that the body is the medium through which people experience their socio-cultural world, and bodily experience reflects the culture in which it occurs (Crossley, 2001) . The "habit body" is thus situated in cultural environments which influence the way in which people with asthma listen for symptoms, which might involve minimising, ignoring or hiding symptoms (Crossley, 2001 ).
Embodied war stories
Circumstances of the war itself may determine and help shape people's narratives, specifically, in this case, women's narratives. The majority of personal stories about the Second World War have been about soldiers; told by men conceptualised by the notions of honour and glory. Whilst much poetry captures some of the embodied experiences and tragedies of soldiers fighting on the "front line" and in the trenches during the war, there are limited accounts of women's wartime experiences, as well as the ways in which people attempted to maintain a "normal way of life;" encompassing the "back regions" of war (Goffman, 1959) .
Indeed, we can read about history, however, there are rare accounts of women's embodied experiences from the war and first person narratives are very valuable because they are the sites of personal meaning (Denzin, 2001 ). What appears to be missing from wartime historical documents, are these everyday life narratives of women's embodied experiences in the war. Granny's stories are about women's embodiment and her interrupted lived experiences in everyday.
The following poems appear to highlight the cultural significance of the female performing body in that social era during the war. There are both contrasting and similar representations in the poems between the (female) communicative body as a form of theatrical and personal expression, and the (male) disciplined military, functional, expendable body. The performativity of poetry merges the ways in which these two representations are shared. As Granny shares her stories with me, I get a sense that she "underplays" many of her stories. For example, this next poem is about how the declaration of war caused interruption to her life, symbolised through colour, sound, movement and imagery, which reinforces the dramatic ways people reacted to the threat and disruption of war and integrated this into their lives.
Entertaining the troops
Edinburgh; the king's theatre, Granny reminisces many times and trails off into thought when she's telling me these stories. There are many silences, which I think the gaps in the poems allow for. When Granny speaks about Grandpa's experiences, unsurprisingly this evokes emotions and triggers memories of Grandpa in me. Grandpa died when I was 3years old and so these stories also painted pictures of who he was as well. During our chats, I say to Granny how "I remember when you moved here and I remember... I've got vague memories of Grandpa here." "Oh yes, in fact, I've got pictures that you've drawn for him" she replies.
"Really?" I ask.
"Yeah, yes I have," she repeats.
"Aw, I'd like to see them" I suggest.
"Yes, well you can. I know where one is anyway, definitely. Mmmm…. Oh yes, you drew him pictures and your brother drew pictures for him…" I watch her drift into some place deep in her memories for a few moments… until she says, "um… I've your pictures here. Amazing. I must find them for you and let you see them." "Mmm, yeah I'd like that" I reply.
As Granny tells me her stories in great detail, it strikes me that life was much slower in those days and it feels like that they were able to enjoy it more, despite the war. Nowadays, it feels like it is more difficult to really enjoy life, because of the technologically fast-paced life; sometimes life feels like a race or a sprint.
Nonetheless, Granny expresses much disruption and the sagas during the war. She reflects and reminisces about a significant event, involving Grandpa in the following poem.
His ship was torpedoed
She was born, your mother, War was still on, 9 months old before she met her father, Up to Glasgow, with our daughter, Granny's poems demonstrate the spacio-temporal aspects and the fluctuating interactions between the "front regions" and "back regions" of one's life and the importance of attending to the "back regions" with a considerable amount of dramaturgical discipline to "put on a good face" for the "front regions" of one's life (Goffman, 1959) . Concepts highlighted in many of these poems (e.g., vocabularic identifications (identity talk -minimising/underplaying seriousness), passing (normalcy strategies e.g., carrying on as normal), echo Goffman's (1959 Goffman's ( , 1963 concepts about the way people employ a strict attendance to techniques to stage a successful performance in order to prevent embarrassment and disruption to social interactions; what Goffman (1959) refers to as "impression management" and "dramaturgical discipline." Goffman (1959 Goffman ( , 1963 explains "impression management" by employing the metaphor of "dramaturgy," which permits a sociological understanding of the vital emotion of embarrassment. The body is the site where meaning is inscribed which mediates the relationship between self-identity and social identity: consequently, the social meanings attached to the expression of bodily display are an extremely important factor in an individual's sense of self, and in his or her feelings of inner worth (Goffman, 1959) . For example, Granny "underplays" many of her experiences which is culturally significant during that period. Not only is the presentation of self concerned with the maintenance of a positive and convincing self-image, but humans are role-playing actors following culturally-formulated scripts/ a theoretical perspective (Goffman, 1959) . Indeed, Denzin's (2001) appreciation of Goffman's work argues that we inhabit a performance-based, dramaturgical culture where the dividing line between performer and audience blurs, and culture itself becomes a dramatic performance.
You waited and you listened
Grandpa; job in London, 5 pounds a week; paid his fare to London and kept us, House; we could rent half of it, Nobody living in it; rented half of it, 1 pound 2 and sixpence a week. As Granny trails off again, she touches on the ways food was restricted in the war and thinks that "everybody was healthier" then. I look at Granny sitting in "her chair" and am reminded by how much weight Granny has gained over the last 20years. As a child, I remember sitting at the dinner table, eating my tea, and looking up to see her as a straight slim figure, staring outside, inhaling a cigarette by the "French doors." This was just after Grandpa died. She must have been about 60years old then and soon after she stopped smoking. I think about how much she has changed shape during the years that have ensued.
She continues to describe how war is "always there in your mind" reiterating how memories become deeply embodied. She refers to her disciplined dancing, routine and culture, and habitual restrictions during the war which meant that discipline was something that became embodied. She talks about how these habits were carried into other aspects of her life; these things stay with you. Thus, as Klemora (1991, p. 5) reiterates Merleau-Ponty (1987, p. 101) , the body is its past: it carries the past along, "secretly nourishes it, devoting to it part of its strength." Granny's body, "bears not only its injuries and scars, but also all bodily memories and skills" (Klemola, 1991, p. 5 ) and the forfeit of breath ("shallow breathing") that became part of her "habit body" (c.f. Crossley, 2001, p. 127 ).
Granny's responses
When I give Granny the poems to read she thanks me. She takes them to read them in her room by herself. Later that afternoon, she emerges quietly and stares thoughtfully out of the window. I am not sure whether she has read them or not. She sits down in the lounge and I offer her a cup of tea.
"Oh yes, that would be lovely, thank you" she replies smiling. I go into the kitchen and pour her a cuppa and take it in to her. I sit down on the sofa next to her and sip my own tea. After a while, I eventually ask what she thought about the poems.
"So what did you think Granny?" "Yes, yes, hmmm…" she thoughtfully replies. "Well, I mean, they are just so accurate. I don't know how you remember it all"
Later that month, on the phone to Granny, I ask her to reflect on how this has been for her.
"So, how do you feel about taking part in this "research," when I ask you about your experiences?" "I don't mind at all" she responds. "As long as I make sense in all the replies.
It doesn't worry me at all. No, no, you can ask me anything at anytime... but not if you're desperate for money, that's different." I chuckle to myself and thank Granny for sharing her stories and unravelling the rhythms of history of her performative embodied experiences.
